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F you don't apologize now, [
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will thrash you"
Nick ralsed hia fAst for a
emashing blow.

“I am sorry,"” ®ald Rosenbaum
very quickly. He retreated a 11t
tle to the mantlepiece, and said:

“I did mot mean 'o ba so brutal
Your mother knows that my tongus
rometimes gets betwean my teeth,”

He laughed nervously, and then
took out n cigarette and tapped it
on the mantelshelf.

Kitty's volee came across
piano,

“In another moment there would
have been a lifeless corpse. Oh.
Nick, you looked splendid in your
wrath, Like a young god. What
a pity Rogenbaum i a coward and
ate his words! What a drama
spoiled!”

Rosenbaum turned ronnd gsvage-
Iv at her.

“Shut up!" he sald

"“Ob; dear! T wish evervbody
wouldn't he so  viclent!" gald
Beauty. “Nick, darling, vou have
given me quite a turn”

Kitty Burpham Jaughed
gally,

“Wonderful
people!®

Then her husband entered, with
his monoele screwed in his eve and
his fat smile on hiz face. He iz
nored his wife, and went straight
over to Beauty and raised her hand
to hig lps.

“How goes it, fair lady?"

I'm going anyhow.,” sald Rosen-
baum, fn his most sullen way, Ha
gtrode out of the room, without
saying good-by

Baby Burpham raised his blonde
evebrows so that his monocle fel]
“Has Roey got the hump or gome-
thing? Thank Heaven for that, if
it relleves us of his most object-
fonable presence.”
v "He means well,” said Beauty
“He's been very good tn me.”

Burpham gave & queer laugh, and
slared at Beauty so that a wave of
color swept into her face.

“In expectation of favors to
come,” he said.

Beauty flung a cushion at him,
which he caught with his left hand
in time to save hiz head.

“Oh, Lord!" eried Kitty. “Now
weé are going to have Baby's flow
of original wit, hiz brilllant gifts
of repartes, his subtle innuendoes.
Nick, save me, lest 1 die. Take me
to the theatre, or something.”

“Yes" sald Beauty. "“Take the
child to the theatre, Nick, It will
do vou both good.'

“I'l pay,” sald Baby Burpham,
taking out {wo sovercigns from the
silver purse on his watch chaln, and
flinging them across the plano to
Kitty

Lady Burpham grabbed them,
and made a face.

“They seam precious glad to get
rid of us,” sald Kilty. “Don't they,
Nick

Burpham grinned.

“We ser too much of each other,
even for such a loving couple aa
ourselves, Take a rest from me,
Kit."”
| “Thanke,” sald Kitty.
Come on, Nick."

Nick went unwillingly, cursing
himself for a weak fool. Yet he
was glad to get put into the fresh
air, and glad to escape from Baby
Burpham, whom he hated worse
than Rosenbaum.

Outsldo of the hotel Kitty stuck
up her umbrells and halled a han-
som cab.

“Drive round,” she said, “any-
where. Clapham Common, or Wild
West Kensington. IKeep going,
that's all. See?"

The <abman touched his hat.
He had heard of such things be-
fore, :

*I thought wo were going to the
theatre,” sald Nick.

“It's too deadly,” sald Kitty.
“Sume old plays, same old women,

tha

quite

world!  Wonderful

I will.

same old jokes. God! I couldn't
stand It tonight . Settle
youreelf down. Nick How

cool and swest the afr {s! . . .
Look at the etars twinkling ebove
the housetops. Let's go beyond
the lights of the streets, into some
place of darkness where there are

only stars. The commons are not
far away. . 1 feel pagan to-
night. T want fresh air, solitude,

space, the smell of the earth, the

song of (he stars, Ever feel
like that, Nick?"

“Often.”

They wers silent for a time.

Nick Ustened to the klip-klop of
the horse’s feet, the jlnglejangle
of its bells, He stared at the lights
ag they flashed by, at the vague,
white faces of hurrying people.
But all the time his thoughts were
with Beauty. Ha wished to heaven
hie could persuade her to get rid of
Rosenbaum and Baby Burpham.
He would ask her to come away
into the country with him. After
the run of her plece she might like
the idea, and it was coming off
quite soon—to-morrow, now he
came to think of it. She would be
free then for a lttle while, and
they could have a holiday salons
in some old country (on among
the fielca and the flowers. It
would be cleansing (o both of them.
It would cleanse them of this Lon-
don malady, this fever-stricken life.

“Nick,” said Kitty, “vou and I
are twin souls, strange as it may
appear.”

‘"Think so?"

“1 know It. 1 am like you, Nick
—good at the heart. All my swear
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words don't mean anything. If 1
could get away from Baby I should
gel clean again. It Is he who
smirches me, who puts the devil
into me. He |8 & beast of beasts
Away from him I should be a de
cent thing. 1 have good instincts,
1 love the heauty of things. | love
the souls of things. Understand,
Niek?

“Parfectly.”

She was silant again for a long
time, until the cab took them out
of the crowded London sireets into
the quieter suburbs, and presently
into & road alongside a great open
space where there was quistudae
and darknezs, It was Clapham
Common.

Kitty put her hand through the
trap and sald “Stop!™

“What are you going to do now?"
asked Nick.

“Let’s walk about a bit'"

She jumped out of tha cab, and
after some words to the driver,
who seemed anxlous about the fare,
took Nick’s hand and walked on to
the Common, until they were be
vond the light of the gas lamps
and in the shadow world of trees
which Tonmed out of the blackness
It was & warm night and the air
was very still. The sky was strewn
with stare. They wera reflected In
the mirror of a pond as though they
wora floating there

“It is good to be here” sald
Kitty. "Thig s betler than the
theatre with its glare of lights, and
stench of women's perfumes and
scented halr. Pah! The heastli.
ness of civilired life! The rotien-
ness of it all!™

Suddenly she began to ery a lit-
tie

“What's the matter? agked
Nick

He felt horribly |1l at eaze He
had a sense of danger. Kitty's

tears made her more danogerous to
him than ler swear words

“I'm so Dbeastly lonely!” she
whimpered. *I feel always alone
in the great desert of life.”

Then suddenly she came close
to him, and put her arms about his
neck, and her face 8o cloge to his
face that her breath was warm upon
his llps,

“Nick, you've been a pal to ma
since I knew you. I love you, Nick
Can't we cut and run together?
We could be as happy a=z kids, vou
and I. 1 would teach you how to
love. I would put my arms round
you like this, and kiss you—llke
this!*

She kissed him a dozen times,
clasping him so tight that he could
not etruggle from her. She clung
to him with a kind of desperate
strengih

He jerked his head back, and
cried out:

“Don’t! For Heaven's rake,
don't! Are you mad, Kitty?"
“Yes, as mad as a hatter, T am

mad for your love, Nick, because
You are such a boy and so good
in your heart. You would make
me less slck with the world. Wa
could make a great game of life.
Oh, my dear boy! My pretty hoy!
I want you o badly. Kiss me,
Nlek. Kiss me!”

He managed to get his arms free
from her clasp, roughly. He held
hor by the wrists, so that she eould
not cling to him.

“This is horrible!” he sald.
have yoursell, can't you?”"

He apoke brutally, savage with
her for this abandonment of self-
respect In the darkness she
seemed to him witeh-like, He could
see the whiteness of her face, and
her burning eyes,

She was panting
creature.

“Don’t be a prig, Nick. Be kind
and human. Don't you understand ?
You and I want each other. We
are made for each other. T am
Your mate woman, God made ma
your mete, Niek "

She thrust her face forward
again, and tried to cling to him
agaln. Her lips were kissing the
alr. Her eyes had a greenlsh light,
like cat's eyes. But he still held
her wristy quite tghtly, and kept
her away.

“Be quiet!” he sald
“You are & married woman

“A married woman * 1
That's a e Burpham's
beastliness made me free of him

. I owe him no loyalty
But I'would be loyal to you, Nick:
loyal to the death, in big things and
little things. Surely you won't be
angry with me because I am ready
to give you all the best In me. All
that is good In me wopld be yours,
And If you llke you chl.n throw me
away when you are tired of me.
Chuck me away like an old hoot
I won't make You pledge vourselfl
When you are sick of me, I'll take
the hint. You can send me off
with 2 nod and a ‘That's enough!"
But for a little while, Nick, for a
few months, a few weeks, wa could
be as happy as kitlens. Wa would
play &t love together, and make be-
lleve, and I would bea ax good as
gold "

“Good?" sald Nick.
You don't understand the word.
You speak like a vila creature,
You . . . you make me shiver.”

“Do 17" she sald. “Do I7"

All the pleading in her volee
changed to a sudden shrill rage,
and sghe jerked her hands free from
his grasp.

“Why, you are llke the rest of
the men; as cruel as devils. I
thoughl you were kind "

She laughed with hysteria in her
volca,

“Lord God!
kind!"

Nick was scared fow. This scene
in the darknees of the lonely com-
mon was fantastic and horrible

“Be-

ke & wild

sharply.
T

“0h, Lord!

I thought he was
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The lonely \

Lady Had d

Her Arms

About Him. “My
Poor Nick, you look
What
has happened

like a ghost.

to you?”

“Let's go back,” he sald
cab Is wailing for us "

"Go back where?” asked Kitty
“Are you in such & hurry to go back
to a mother who 1z playing the
wunton with my man?"

Nick eried out In a voice of bor
ror, "Kitiy!"

“Oh, 1 won't spare youn now.,"
sald Kitty, I will tell yon what
I wanted to hide from you, because
I thought it would hurt you Hurt
you? 1 want to hurt you. [ shall
laugh to hear you moan like a
wounded thing when you know the
truth. Haven't you guessed the
truth about Beauty and Baby Bur-
pham, about Beauty and Rosen-

"The

baum? You shut your ayes to the
truth, That precious mother of
yours! Beauty! The mother you

worship with your eyes. Why, she
is rotten to the heart. Baby Bur
phain i& her lover, with Rosenbaum,
the Jew. Don't you know that,
poor innocent? Don't yon know
that she and Burpham, my baby
faced huspand, are as guilty as
two devils? Ob, you groan., Be-

cause you know I tell the truth,
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and the truth hurts. Bu? it Is Ut
for tat. You hurt me, didn't you?
Called me a vile rcredature? Yes,

but not so vile gy that lndy mother
of yours, who sends us out to-
gether 50 (hat she may be alone
with the man she belongs to. Go
back to Her now, and ask her
whether I lle. She will swear |
lis, but you will see the gullt in
her eyes, Why, 1 knew It months
ugo. I can give you dates and times,
But 1 sald nothing I laughed, I
launted Baby with it, and laughed
dgain. 1 laugh now. It ls a rure
joke, and I have a pretly senze or
bumor"

She laughed in the darkness, and
Nick shuddersd at the sound of

her witch-like lpughter, so shrill
and horrible,

“You had batter go back, he
gald, quietly. “I wiil take you to
your cab.”

She walked a little wuy behind

= =

because ha strode

crosa the Com-
He could hear the,
swish of her dress
across the grass, the?d
tinkle of her hracelets. |

him,
1 swiftly
| mon

On the edge of the Com- §

mon the cab was walling
for them.
“Get in,” he sald.
She put her hand on
his sleeve for & moment
| and sajd?

) “I'm sorry that T told
you the truth. You had
to know."”

“Get in,” he sald.
She climbed into the
cab and huddled herself

corner

'm‘?\czewlll go back,” =ald Nick,
“and 1 will ask you to say before
my mother what you have said to
me. If what yvou sald was [alse,
perhaps God, or something, will

tench me how to punish you."
Ho gave the address to the man,

and took his seat in the cab.

They drove back in sllence. Kit-
ty Burpham cried part of the way,
and then was very still. Toward
the end of the journey she spoke
his name very softly in a pleading
way. but he did pot answer her.
iis fuce was as hard as though
carved out of granite. As the cab
rattled into (he hotel courtyard
Kitty spoka agalin.

“It is the truth, Nick. I swear to
Cad it ig the truth. But I'm sorry.”

Big Ben siruck twelve strokes as
Niek fumbled in bls pocket and

prald the cabman.
The door of Beauty's flat was
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opened by her maid.
The girl seemed sur-
prised (0 see the two
visitors, though bolh
of them had been to
Beauty's rooms much
later (o the night. She
stared at them coyri-
ously.

*“Your mother went out with his
lordship,” she sald to Nick., "I
packed some things for her. She
wore her motor coal.”

She glanced toward Kitly and
sald:

“His lordship was going for a
midnight drive. I thought perhaps
you knew.'"

Kitty Burpham looked at Nick,
but did not speak. He stared at
his mother's maid in a dazed way,
and as he pald nothing she re-
sumed her monologus, standing
quietly at the door.

“1 think there is a letter for you,

sir. I saw It lying on the writing
table.”
Nick strode through the door

into the sittlng room. Kitly fel-
lowed him. They were alone to-
gether in this room, whers the
chalrs were litterad with {llustrated
papers and sheets of musle, just as
they had left {t. The stump of one
of Burpham's clgars was lylog on
a sllver ash tray on a little table
by tha side of the fireplace. On
the writing table was the latter
which the maid had seen. It was
addressed to Nicholas Barton, Es-
quire, at the studio in the Fulbam
road, but it was unstamped,

Nicholas stared at {t, and then
opened {t slowly.

Kitty watched him from a little
distance, llke a woman fascinated
by a polgpant scene In some prob-
lem drama, by some excellent plece
of acting.

The letter was not a long one.
It contalned just a few simple
words,

Dearest Nick:

I have gone away with Burpham,
I tried not to, but you know how
weak I am. He would not wait any
Innger for me. I suppose the devlil
has something to do with it. O
course. I hate myself, and I know
you will think the worst of me.
I was borp bad. If only I had been
born good! You see, I blot this
paper with my tears. Your father
will say they are sham tears. But
there 18 salt in them.

Good-by, doarest Nick. Your lov-
Ing BEAUTY.

P. §.—Tell Kitty I'm sorry.

Nicholas read the letter very
slowly and then crumpled {t In his
hand. His face was deadly whits,
and a mlst came before his eyes.
Kitty, who was watching him, saw
that ho swayed a little, as though

sovercome with falntness. But he
turned round to her and held out
Lthe lelter

“You told the truth, he sald.
"And you were right. It hurts. .

-+ 1t hurta"

The girl went down on her knees
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before him as he h
Rt dowy

on the sofa, w '

forward. i hllhn‘ oo

n':iN;clt. dear Niok

a are together fn i’ o

have both chuck:; - thlg,

O, sweetheart, 1ot ng oo

other. Let me sta .

; ¥ %l you
love you, W o
badly ' e both Waag m

She poured gy 5 ol s
words, fondlin M ]
o him, ke’ bands, el
For a little while he nees \
unconsclous of hep, Indaad s
utterly inconacloys of i
Ing only of Beauty, Who fag
him again! who had et
doned him. '

Then he stood e
and spoke in a quigt : :

“You are as vils B‘“'& i
have the sama kln.; of hear,
braln.  You and my moei
pre‘ty pair! 1 dopyt
such women as yoy ars all
live" i

She still elung to hiy gy
he thrust her off vlal ")
strode out of the rosm and out
the passage. On his "
door he had knocked over
table, but was ltke a map §
deafl, 8o that he did not 504 r '
it fall. Tn the strests of 1
and in the suburby bevond
walked for hours, untjj the
came and then the day,
staggared home to hig
way through the morning, Wy
man who had travels] s long
with despair. f

Yet he was quite calm wh
spoke to Comyns, who had fisid
breakfact and was lolling by
the cane arm chalr,
Hterary column of the
Post.

Comyns was leass
seemed to shirk Nick's .
1o be restless and fIl at eges |
flung the paper down and s
up and down the room iy
clgarettes, smoking them f
whiff ar two, then {linglog i
Into ‘Le fire grate, ]

“Any breskfast gohg
Nica. He busled himself ity
gas stove and bolled up the ke
and made himself some tey |
was famished, and hunger
fatigue dulled the sharp edpy
the pain which had throbhed
his brain through the night §
ha felt strangely calm asd o
composed, ke a drugged man,
about the head, with all his
tions blunted.

Comyna stared at him onss)
twice when he was not It
and made some random
which Nick answered shon
Then he whistled a musichal
ody over and over agaln, m/
stood with his hands in his pecl
staring out of the window. My
he swung round on his heal
ly and said: '

“Nick, old man, I think ws b
have fo dissolve partnership
have been thinking thizg of
and I have declded not to g
with this art game. 1 shaa'
this studlo sny more"

Niek slfead off the top of hls

“I thought you wouldn't stickl
ft. Golng back (o Gros
Squara?”

e

Comyns laughed rather
vously.
“En passant, perhaps,

shall sct up elsawhuu.,lﬂrrl /
squared the governor.' !
q"A new hobby?" asked Niek
He was really not curieos
was only wondering where koo
find a cheap studlo for Rl
He would hava 1o get the #h;
placa he could. Perhaps, after
it would ba good to live 14
without Jack Comyns, who Wi
time waster. '
more tima. He would work
and late, to make up for lomt LS
Duiing ths ulght he Lad W7
over a new leaf, After the
grief and agony of the night
his mother's helrayal bad shailet
the world bepeath his IHIJ:
beocome sane with the dag o
had seen things then '“hn:‘ "
white vis'on. He pralsed
after his accusatlons of all
hood. after his condemnatiod
mother, arraigned before
ment bar of hiz consclence
the slckness and loathing ¥
which the thought of Ki¥
pham had made him
his faith in virtoe, H‘hlﬂ:
shipwrecked, was 68 y
memory of Joan, He cluag @
fdeal of Joan like a drowniad
He clung to his love for
saving grace In this wild
his soul. And t}l;nll;:h.
way back to o r
lighted again the old fires,
had burnt out in his hﬂl
would work to win her. BTG
work as & mn:: inrl’i::" .
hope of a great J
tuilljed to gain the gold “":&‘
with the help of God, bé of J
fall to galn the #Wl ’
which was of purer gold:
Work, that would heal
Work, the great spiritdst o
He would work to all:‘; g
by art. There Were .
olydsr tFan himself who .. ;
ing gocd money a8 desiERHT
and-white men, ““m ot
He would learn the t {ato ¢
trade and force his Wa¥ fof
open market. With &

It was then that b8 Jooked W7

omyns and sald:
b "Ar:ew hobby 1"
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He would wiste !




